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LADY. I really don't see how I can help you.

MATT. Nor do I, worse luck I

LADY. I read your trial.

MATT. [Standing up} And you think me a bad lot, of couise.
[Bitterly} D'you know how I spend most of my time in prison?
Holding imaginary conversations with the respectable.

LADY. [With a smile} Respectable 1 D'you think you're holding
a real one now ?

MATT. I certainly don't. ... I ... I beg your pardon. . . . You
know what I mean. But I bet most people have put me down a rotter.

LADY. Was all you said true ?

MATT. Gospel.

LADY. I suppose they do hunt those girls rather.

MATT. Yes, but you know, I didn't even really see red. I've been
sorry enough for that poor chap.

LADY. Well, Captain Denant, what now ?

MATT. You've been most awfully kind and I don't want to impose
on you ; but I shall never get out of here as I am.

LADY. Why not ?

MATT. [Jerking bis bead towards tbe window} They're too thoughtful.
There's a picket out there.

[The LADY turns to tbe window and looks out;  then she turns to

MATT and finds him smiling}
Oh 1  No, I wasn't scared.    One doesn't give one's own kind away.

LADY. I don't know that. Go and try some of those other rooms.
Try the couple next door to me.

[A knock, on tbe door.   BOTH stand alert.

LADY. Yes ?

VOICE OF MAID. [Of] The bath water's hot now, madam.

LADY. All right. Thank you. [Her finger is on her lips} D'you
think she could hear us ?

MATT. Hope not. [Going close} Thanks most awfully. You
don't know how decent it's been after a year in there, to talk to a lady.
I won't leave any traces.

LADY. What are you going to do ?

MATT. Wait till he's looking the other way, sneak along the balcony,
drop at the end, and bolt for it again.

LADY. Are you still a good runner ?

MATT. Pretty fair, if I wasn't so stiff.

LADY. [After a long look, at him} No 1 Look here I When I go
to my bath I'll make sure there's no one. If I don't come back, slip
down the stairs, they're almost opposite. In the hall, hanging, you'll
find my husband's old Burberry and fishing basket, rod, and fishing
hat; a long brown Burberry, with stains, and flies in the hat. Put
them on and go out of the front door ; the river's down to the left.